QUEEN VICTORIA, like all the rest of us, has had her ups
and downs in the last fifty years.   The epoch opened
with the sober dignity of her first Jubilee, at which a
grateful people celebrated cordially, but without hysteria,
their ageing ruler's fifty years ofqueenship (and twenty-
five of widowhood).   Her place in popular esteem was
mounting, and her subjects viewed her now with the
regard reserved in i88j for elderly relations.   Fifty
years before they had acclaimed her girlish figure as a
welcome change from three remarkably unpleasing pre-
decessors  of whom  the first was mad,  the  second
unsavoury, and the third absurd.   For the last two
Georges and King William combined to form a back-
ground that was admirably calculated to set off the
charms of almost any normal human being.   Not that
her subjects were uncritical, since those ages which
accept the institution of monarchy without question
find it unnecessary  to  exempt the  sovereign from
criticism.   It is only when the institution itself is
challenged that the monarch's person is surrounded
with a sacred hush ; and the Queen's surroundings for
the fir sit twenty years of her long reign were anything ,
but hushed.   A cheerful irreverence surviving from the
stormy days of Queen Caroline and King Billy accom-
panied the slow unfolding of her royal life and scrutin-
ised without false reticence her consort and her growing
nursery.   But the advancing tide of decorum and the
sudden impact of her life's tragedy silenced these voices ;
and after the Prince Consort's death the widowed
Queen receded into a melancholy middle-distance, where
a mourning figure was half seen behind the Highland
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